
RcjJ Wit was hemmed la by tiie
breathing silences of scattered woods,
opert fields and tbc fur readies of
mi1f eporo, ns though It were In iii

tbo railroads, mills nnd high-wa- s

Of an ago of hurry. Upon Its
long, level crest it bore but three cen-

ters o( life and a symbol Maple
house, the Firs and Elm bouse, half
hidden from the road by their dlstinc-tlff- fl

trcoa tuit as alive as the warm
id Of veiled woman; and Uie

The church was but a symbol a
tnerg shell. Within, It presented the
appejcrance of a lumber room In dis-
use, A playground for rats and a ha-Te- n

ttt tlust Hut without all wns as
tt'tiad err been, for the old church
wns fdill beloved. Its fresh, white
WHlla will green shutters nnd the aspiri-
ng- steeple, towering Into the blue,
tenf(J neglect and robbed abandon-uieu- t

ft its sting.
In ilio shadow of Its walls lay an old

THOrord whose overgrown soil bad
lonif teen undisturbed. Along the
single road which cut the crest of the
hill from north to south were ruins
.ofS(isps that once bad sheltered the
sctQnvd congregation. Hut the ruins
wcrff linrd to find, for they, too, were
ojcrrown by Juniper, clematis and a
crowding thicket of mountain ash.

(tyi these evidences of death nnd en-
croachment the old church seemed to
tarn its ttack as If by right of its fresh
watts and unbroken steeple It were
suit linked to life. Through its smoll-panc- d

windows It seemed to gaze
across the road at three

bouses, widely separated, that half
faced it in a diminishing perspective.
The three bouses looked toward the
sunrl.se; the church toward Its de-

cline.
On a (Lay In early spring Alan Wayne

was summoned to Red Hill. Snow still
hung in the crevices of East Moun-

tain. On the hill tho ashes, after the
total ellipse of winter, were meekly
dbnaing pale green. The elms of Elm
house, too, were but faintly outlined in
vendurc. Farther down the road the
maples stretched out bare, black limbs.
Onty Hie firs. In u phalanx, scoffed nt
the general spring cleaning and looked
did and sullen lu consequence.

Hie colts, driven oy Alan Wayne,
flan! icd over the brim of Ued Hill on to
the level top. Coachman Joe's Jaw
was hanging in awe and so had hung
sluco Mr. Alan had taken the reins.
For the first time in their five years
of Cflual life tho colts bad felt the
cut of a whip, not in anger but as a
reproof for breaking. Coachman Joe
had braced himself for the bolt, his
hwids itching to snatch the reins. But
there bad been no bolting, only a sud-
den settling down to business.

For the first time in tbeir lives the
colts were being pushed, steadily,
evenly, almost but never quite to
the breaking point Twice In the long
driye joe gathered up bis Jaw nnd
tamed bis bend, preparing spoken
tribute to a master band. But there
was no speaking to Mr. Alan's face. At
that moment Joe was n part of the
scat to Mr. Alan, and, being a coach-
man of long standing in the family, be
fcnaw It

"Couldn't of got here quicker If he'd
let 'em bolt," said he. In subsequent
description to the stable band nnd the
cook. He snatched up a pall of water
and poured It steadily on the ground.
"Jest like that. He knew what was
1n the colts the minute he laid hands
on 'em, nnd when he pulls 'era up at
the barn door there wasn't a drop left
in their buckets, was there, Arthur?"

"Nary a drop," said Arthur, stable
hand.

"And his face," continued the coach-
man. "Most times Mr. Alan has no

yes to speak of, but today and that
time Miss Nance struck him with the
ibatpln 'member, cook? his eyes
spread like a fire and eat up his face.
This Is a black day for the Hill. Some- -
thln's going to happen. You mark
me.

In tnith Mr. Alan Wayne bad been
summoned In no equivocal terms and,
for all bis baste, it was with nervous

rstep be approached the bouse.
Maple bouse sheltered a mixed

brood. J. Y. Wayne, seconded by Mrs.
.J. Y., was the bead of the family.
"Their daughter. Nance Sterling, and
tier babies represented the direct Hue,
but the orphans, Alan Wayne nnd
Clematis McAlpln, were on an equal
footing as children of the bouse. Alan
was the only child of J. Y.'s dead
brother. Clematis was also of Wayne
Mood, but so intricately removed that
her exact ' relation to the rest of the
tribe wus never figured but twice to
the snme conclusion. Old Captain
Wayne, retired from the regular army,
was nn nnele In a different degree tc
every generation of Wayne. He was
the only, man on Ited Hill who dared
cull for a whisky and soda when he
wanted It ...!
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When Alan renched the house Mrs.
J. Y.'was In her garden across the
road, surveying winter's ruin, and
Nance with her children had borne
the captain off to the farm to see that

d wonder nnd always wel-

come forerunner of plenty, the quite
new calf.

Clematis McAlpln, shy and long
limbed, Just nt the awkward age when
woman misses being either boy or girl,
had disappeared. Where, nobody knew.
She might be bird's-nestin- g in the
swamp or crying over the "Idylls of
the King" In tho barn loft. Certainly
she was not In the house. J. Y. Wayne
bad seen to that Btern and rugged of
face, be sat In the library alone and
waited for Alan, ne beard a distant
screen door open and slam. Steps
echoed through the lonely bouse,
Alan came and stood before him.

Alan was a man. Without being tall
be looked tall. His shoulders were not
broad till you noticed the sllmncss of
his hips, nia neck looked too thin
till you saw the strong set of bis small
bead. In a word; he bad the perfect
proportion that looks frail and Is
strong. As he stood before bis ancle
his eyes grew dull. They were slightly
bloodshot In ' the corners nnd with
their dullness tbc clear-cu- t lines of bis
face seemed to take on a perceptible
blur.

J. Y. began to speak. He spoke for
a long quarter of on hour and then
summed up all be bad said In a few
words. "I've been no uncle to you.
Alan; I've been a father. I've tried
to win you. but you wore not to be
won. I've tried to hold you, but It

J - r
"I've Tried to Win You."

takes more than a Wayne to bold a
Wayne. You have taken the bit with
a vengeance. You have left such a
wreckage behind you that we can
trace your life back to the cradle by
your failures, all the greater for yoor
many successes. You're the first
Wayne that ever missed bis college
degree. I never asked what they ex-
pelled you for, and I don't want to
know. It must have been bad, bad, for
the old school is lenient, and proud
of men that stand as blgh as you stood
in your classes and on the field.
Money I wont' talk of money, for you
thought It was your own."

For the first time Alan spoke. "What
do you mean, sir?" With the words
bis slight form straightened, bis eyes
bluzed, there was a slight quivering
of the thin nostrils and bis features
came out clear and strong.

J. Y. dropped his eyes. "I may have
been wrong, Alan," he said slowly,
"but I've been your banker without
telling you. Your father didn't leave
much. It saw you through Junior year."

Alan placed his hands on the desk
between them and leaned forward.
"How much have I spent since then
lu the last three years?"

J. Y. kept bis eyes down. "You
know, more or less, Alan. We won't
talk about that I was trying to hold
you. But today I give it up. I've
got one more thKg to tell you, though,
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and there are mighty few, people that
know it. The Hill's battles have never
entered the field of gossip. Seven
years before you were born my fa-

ther your grandfather turned me
out. It was from this room. He said
I had started the name of Wayne on
the road to shame nnd that I could go
with It. He gave me Ave hundred dol-
lars. I took it and weiit I sank low
with the name, but in the end 1

brought it back, and today it stands
high on both sides of the water. I'm
not a bappy man, as you know, for all
that You see, though I brought the
name bock In the end, I never saw
your grandfather again and he never
knew.

"Here are dve hundred dollars. It's
the lust money you'll ever bave from
nie, but whatever you do, whatever
happens, remember this: lied Hill does
not belong to a Lansing nor to a
Wayne nor to at) Elton. It is the eter-
nal mother of us all. Broken or mend-
ed, Lansings and Waynes bave come
back to the Hill through generations.
City of refuge or harbor of peace, It's
all one to the Hill. Remember that"

He laid the crisp notes on the desk.
Alan half turned toward the door but
stepped back again. His eyes and face
were dull once more. He picked up
the bills nnd slowly counted them. "I
shall return the money, air," be said
and walked out

He went to the stables nnd ordered
the pony and cart for tho afternoon
train. As be came out be saw Nance,
the children and the captain coming
slowly up Long lane from the farm.
He dodged back into the baru through
the orchard nnd across the lawn. Mrs.
J. Y. stood in the garden directing the
relaying of flower beds. Alau made a
circuit. As be stepped Into the road
swift steps came toward him. He
wheeled and faced Clem coming at
full run. He .turued bis back on her
and started awny. The swift steps
stopped so suddenly that ho looked
around. Clem was standing stock still,
one awkward, lanky leg half crooked
as though it were still running. Her
skirts were absurdly short Her little
fists, brown and scratched, pressed her
sides. Her dark hair bung in a tan-
gled mat over a thin, pointed face. Her
eyes were large and shadowy. Two
tears bad started from them and were
crawling down soiled cheeks. She was
quivering all over like a woman struck.

Alan swung around atid strode up
to her. He put one arm about ber
thin form and drew her to him. "Don't
cry, Clem," he said, "don't cry. I
didn't mean to hurt you."

For one moment she clung to him
nnd buried her face against his coat.
Then she looked up and smiled
through wet eyes. "Alan. I'm so glad
you've come!"

Alan caught her hnnd, and together
they walked down the road to the old
church. The great door was locked.
Alan loosened the fastening of a shut
ter, sprang in through the window nnd
drew Clem after him. They climbed
to the belfry. From the belfry oue
saw the whole world with Red Hill as
its center. Alan was disappointed.
The hill was still half naked almost
bleak. Maple bouse and Elm house
shone brazenly white through budding
trees. They looked as if they had
crawled closer to the road during the
winter. The Firs, with Its black bor
der of last year's foliage, looked fune-
real. Alan turned from the sceue, but
Clem's little hand drew him back.

Clematis McAlpln had happened be-

tween generations. AJan, Nance, Gerry
Lansing and tbeir friends bad been too
old for ber and Nance's children were
too young. There were Elton children
of about ber age, but for years they
had been abroad. Consequently Clem
bad grown to fifteen in 'a sort of lone-
liness not uncommon with single chil-
dren who can Just remember the good
times the n before them
used to have by reason of their num-
bers. This loneliness had given ber
in certain ways a precocious develop-
ment while It left her subdued and shy
even when among her familiars. But
she was shy without fear and her shy-
ness Itself bad a flowerlike sweetness
that made a bold appeal.

"Isn't It wonderful. Alan?" she said.
"Yesterday It was cold and it rained
nnd the Hill was black, black. like the
Firs. Today all the trees are fuzzy
with green and it's warm. Yesterday
was so lonely and today you are here."

Alan looked down at the child with
glowing eyes.

"And, do you know, this summer

A Story of
Today and
ofAlt Days

fJerry Lansing and Mrs. Gerry Lnn-sln- g

are coming. I've never seen ber
since that day they were married. Do
you think it's all right for me to call
her Mrs. Gerry like everybody does?"

Alan considered the point gravely.
"Yes, I think that's the best thing you
could call her."

"I'erhaps when I'm really grown up
I can call her Allx. I think Alix is
such a pretty name, don't you?"

Clem flashed a look at Alan and be
nodded; then, with an impulsive, move-
ment she drew close to him in the

way of woman about
to ask a favor. "Alan, they let me
ride old Dubbs when he isn't plowing.
The old donkey she's so fat now she
can hardly carry the babies. Some day
when you're not In a great hurry will
you let me ride with you?"

Alan turned nway briskly and start-
ed down the ladder. "Some day, per-
haps, Clem," be muttered. "Not this
summer. Come on." When they had
left the church be drew out bis watch
and started. "Run along and play,
Clem." He left her and hurried to the
barn.

Joe was waiting, "nave we time for
the long rond. Joe?" asked Alan, as be
climbed Into the cart.

"Oh, yes, sir; especially If you drive,
Mr. Alan."

"I don't want to drive. Let him go
and Jump in."

The coachman gave the pony bis
head, climbed In and took the reins.
The cart swung out and down the lane.

"Alan! Alan!"
Alan recognized Clem's voice nnd

turned. She was racing across a cor- -

"Clem," He Said, "You Mustn't"
ner of the pasture. Her short skirts
flounced madly above her ungainly
legs. She tried to take the low stone
wall in her stride. Her foot caught
in a vine and she pitched headlong
into the weeds and grass at the road-
side.

Alan leaped from the cart ' and
picked her up, quivering, sobbing and
breathless. "Alan," she gasped,
"you're not going away?"

Alan half shook her as be drew her
thin body close to him. "Clem," be
said, "you mustn't Do you hear? You
mustn't Do you think I want to go
away?"

Clem stifled her sobs and looked up
at him with a sudden gravity in her
elfish face.- She threw ber bare arms
around bis neck. "Good-by- , Alan."

He stooped and kissed her. ,

To the surprise of his friends Alan
Wayne gave up debauch and found
himself employment by the time the
spring that saw bis dismissal from
Maple house bad ripened Into sum-

mer. He was full of preparation for
bis departure for Africa when a sum

mons from old Captain Wayne reached
him.

With equal horror of putting up at
hotels or relatives' bouses, the captain
upon bis arrival in town bad gone
straight to bis club and forthwith be-

come the sensation of the club's win-
dows. Old members felt young when
they caught sight of him, as though
they had come suddenly on a vanished
landmark restored. Passing gamins
gazed on bis short-croppe- d hair, star
ing eyes, during collar, black string
tie' and flowing broadcloth and re-
marked, "Gee, look at do old spolt in
de winder!"

Alan beard the remark as he entered
the club and smiled.

"How do you do, sir?"
"Huh!" grunted the captain. "Sit

down." He ordered a drink for his
guest and another for himself." He
glared at the waiter. He glared at a
callow youth who hnd come up aud
wns looking with speculative eye at a
neighboring chair. The waiter retired
almost precipitously. The youth fol
lowed.

"In my time," remarked tho captain.
"a club was for privacy. Now it's a
haven fof bellboys and a playground
for whlppersnappers."

"They've made me a member, sir."
"Hove, eh!" growled the captain.

and glared at his nephew. Alau took
Inspection coolly, a faint smile on bis
thin face. The captain turned away
his bulging eyes, crossed and un-

crossed bis legs, and finally spoke. "I
wus Just going to say when you Inter-
rupted," he begnn, "that engineering is
a dirty Job. Not, however." he con-
tinued, after a pause, "dirtier than
most It's a profession but not a ca-

reer."
"Ob, I don't know," said Alan.

They've got a few in the army, and
they seem to be doing pretty well."

"Huh, the array!" said the captain.
He subsided, and made a new start.
"What's your appointment?"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

GET NEWS BY TELEPHONE

In Stockholm All the Latest Informa-
tion Can B. Had by Calling

Up "Central."

A "telephone newspaper" Is now in
active operation here, according to a
Stockholm correspondent of the
Brooklyn Eagle. It "comes out" at
nine o'clock in the evening; that Is
to say, that at that hour or later any-
body who will spend ten "oere," or
less than three cents, can get the
latest war news, etc., by calling up
central. Instead of asking for another
exchange and a number, one asks tor
telephone news," whereupon the op

erator connects one with a phono
graph that gives in a summary all the
latest news that is not carried in the
evening newspapers. .If you are a
regular subscriber your bill Is
charged with the 'extra amount and
if you call from a pay station you
drop the little coin in a slot The tele-
phone that gfVes the news has a

current so that one is sure
to hear very plainly.

Devices of a similar sort have been
used for some time in giving Sunday
afternoon concerts. They are very
popular on stormy days, when no one
can go out. and one can sit at home
in an easy chair and hear the best
singers and reciters in the city. It
is not "canned music" that is served,
but the living voice that comes over
the wire. The current
telephones are so perfected that one
can hear concerts over the long-distanc- e

telephone. There have been
cases where subscribers in Stockholm
bave beard concerts in Copenhagen
and vice versa.

Hollow Brick Popular.
During the past few years the use

of hollow blocks and hollow bricks
has extended rapidly. These are much
lighter than solid bricks and effect an
important saving in railway carriage,
but they must be distinguished from
porous bricks. The weight alone is
not a sufficient guide, as hollow bricks
are now made which are indistinguish-
able in appearance from solid bricks.
When cut or broken their hollowness
is easily seen. On the continent por-

ous bricks are defined as having a
weight which is notably less than
common bricks, but this definition will
have to be abandoned now that hol-

low bricks are made in large numbers.

Curtain.
Once a poor actor was praying for

bread. He was dying of hunger, and
this fact contributed in making his
speech and gestures eloquent But
his argument seemed to be of no avail.
At last be neared the end of bis en-
durance, but be redoubled his efforts.
"O Lord." he said. "I pray you. by all
the powers that be to give me bread,"
and Just then the curtain let down a
roll. Cornell Widow.

. , i ' New Don't
One- - absolutely guaranteed ' fool-

proof, safety-firs- t "don't" for hunters:
Don't go hunting.,

Have you ever built bridges in South Africa and dreamed of Home?
Have you ever xtug ditches in South America and had your little
world turned upside down by the sight of a face from Home? Have
you ever been in exile and Known that the Blue Peter would never
fly for you that the deep-throate- d siren of the homeward sailing
steamer was only mocfting the longing in your soul for -- Home?
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ABigllumanStory,
Crowded With
Color, Adventure
and Emotion

Gar New Serial

By George Agnew
Chamberlain

OME is one

0 of the big vital

stories which
come only at

long intervals. The
theme is the hold
which' 'Home' has
ontheheartsofmen,!
and the power of
regeneration which
rests in its call.
The appeal which
"Home, Sweet
Home ' sentimen-
talizes for us all, this

1 ..:..'.'story dramatizes
and makes convine--
ing by the vigor
and insight of its
character drawing.
But while the
thoughtful will rec--

ncmi7f thft rharar- -
terdrawingandthc
message, even the.
casual reader will !

be held by the grip

or, me narrative.
The author has the
gift of telling a good
story, and he does

not neglect it for the
sake of his lesson.

Instead; he makes
his story big enough
to carry the lesson.

Be Sure to Read It!


